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EVERYTHING IN HARDWARE
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Established Forty Years Ago
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“VICTORY BRAND”
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Cooked Meats, Etc.

All our products are U. S. Gov. inspected.

N. Western Ave and Dakota St., Dayton, O.
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Is the place to buy Razors, Strops.
Hair Tonic, Toilet Waters, Perfumes.
Pocket Knives, Shears, Hair Brushes.
Combs, Ete.
CLARENCE S. WIGGIM

The Chas. Sucher Packing Co.
Main 793
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Val. Hegman

J. E. SAUM & SONS
138-140 EAST SECOND STREET
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J. Hungerford Smith Co. Fountain Syrups
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Bags

Coca-Cola Syrup
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Want the Service of a Custom Tailor—
Clothes of Finest Quality—

Price you can afford to Pay?

Suit Cases

Harness
TRUNKS and SAMPLE WORK
A SPECIALTY

See MR. TROST
, at 38 North Main St.

Repairing of all kinds

Kibler Clothes

Garfield 2280
136 East Third Street
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It Isn’t Legal
By William J. Hoefler
r

NHE twenty-nine foot Dolphin, one of Hacker’s fastest speed boats, leaped through the
water at a tremendous rate of speed. Albert
Young, better known as Al, was enjoying himself
immensely. The fresh water of Lake St. Clair sped
under the boat, to be churned momentarily by the
propeller, and then splash out into a great wave in
the July moonlight. Al was glad to get away from
the gang at the summer resort near Detroit. They
were pleasant enough in their way, but why did
they always insist on being a friend and customer
to the bootlegger? It was not that he abhorred
liquor, but that it was against the law.
“It isn’t legal’, he had said and went to the boat
house. Al backed the speedboat out and now was
enjoying the pureness of the watery summer night.
He knew that he could not refuse to partake of
prohibited liquids if he remained, and congratulated himself for finding a way to avoid unpleasantness.

The lake was still. The water-touched horizon
revealed no trace of a ship. It seemed as though
the night had been reserved just for him. The
world was rosy indeed. He possessed a splendid
position as the junior partner of a large clothing
concern, and now he and his partner were enjoying a well-earned vacation at their summer resort
on Lake St. Clair. All seemed too well and peaceful. Al began hoping that something might hap-

pen.

It did.

In the distance he saw a lantern waving excitedly. He jerked the gas feeder down and slowed to a
few hundred revolutions. He soon was anchored

abreast the motionless boat.

Then the following

conversation took place:

“Want a lift?”
“Yes, throw mea rope.”
“T haven’t any”, said Al regretfully.

“What about your anchor rope?”
“Can't you see it’s on the prow?

I can’t tow

backwards.”
The three occupants of the other boat looked
glum for a moment. Then the leader spoke again.
“Well, partner, we’re in a bad shape. You see
the summer resort where we work ran out of water
unexpectedly today. One of the waiters broke four
of those five gallon jars. We haven't running water of course. We draw it from the lake. Now
we've been out here for four hours, stranded with

this old boat and this water. If we don't get back
quick there'll be trouble when we do.”

“That’s too bad”, commented Young.
you what.

You load the water on my boat and

we'll run it over to your place.”
“That’s fair enough”, grunted the bearded man.
“We'd be much obliged, partner.”

“Don’t mention it’, grinned Al.

“I’m for any-

thing that’s strictly legal.”
The five-gallon jars were quickly transferred
from one boat to the other. Al detached his anchor
and gave it to the bearded one so he could anchor
his boat till it might be recovered.
“Much obliged”, he said, after the old motor-—
boat was anchored. “My name’s Matt Muggins.
I’ll take the wheel if ya don’t mind. I know the
way past the channel best.”
Al did not mind. He sat back in his seat and
was satisfied that he was rendering a kindly act to
fellow men in distress. That was the code of the

lakes.

He paid little attention to the hum of an-

“What’s the matter?”

other motor in the distance.

“Engine trouble”, said the bearded individual with

to have Lake St. Clair all to himself.

the lantern.

“I tell

He could not expect

But his companions seemed intensely interested

8
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in the other boat. For the first time he noticed that
Mr. Muggins had turned off his spotlight. But the
other boat skipped along in their wake.
“Too late!” gasped Matt.
We'll have to run for it.”

“Jones has seen us.

“Say what’s the hurry?” asked Young.
“It’s a fellow from our resort.

He’s racing us

home. I guess he was out looking for us.”
“That sounds weak to me”, said Al with growing suspicion. “I think I’ve seen that boat before. It
belongs to Jones, the prohibition agent.”
For his frankness Al Young found two automatics pointed at his waistline with alarming calmness. In the meantime, Matt fed the big motor fuel
and more fuel. The chase lasted for an hour. A big
cloud formed before the moon and the bootleggers
lost the other boat in the pitch-black darkness. Al
was sweating freely by this time. He had assisted
three men to break the law and his beloved boat
was in danger of running aground and breaking
on some reef. But the three seemed to know their
way quite well. They passed the channel, narrowly missing a buoy, and soon were running next to
the coast on the Michigan side.
“It isn’t legal”’,'wailed Al for the fifth time.
“Well, what of it’, grunted Matt, also for the
fifth time.
“If this ever gets out I'll be socially ruined. None
of my friends would ever recognize me again. My
partner never would open a bottle in my honor.”
Matt was exasperated.
“Say”, he exclaimed gruffly, “this is a honorable
profession.”
“Honorable?”

met and began. Before midnight all were happily
inebriated, including Al. It was for business reasons, he told himself. Ould’s bootlegger was late
for the party, having to appear at certain Detroit
underworld conferences. He was explaining his
system to Mr. Ould. Al thought he recognized the
voice. It was tantalizingly familiar.
“You see, Ould, I pay every man well, whether
he wants it or not.”

“You don’t mean to say you had money refused ?”
“Only once. The fellow said it wasn’t legal.”
Al choked.
He stared hard at the speaker
through the bottom of his glass. He set it violently upon the table. The beard was absent, but he
recognized, with a sickening feeling at the pit of
his stomach, Matt Muggins. ‘The other returned
his stare. Then he laughed aloud.
“Why hello, pal. We sure got that last load
through, didnt we?”
“Why—why what do you mean?”
“Why Al’, ejaculated Mr. Ould, “I didn’t know

you were in the game.”
“T’m not.”
“Now don’t hand me that. You may as well be
my partner in liquor business as well as the clothing business. Of course I’m in on it. Muggins,
here, runs it across for me. Don’t you, Matt?”
“Tt isn’t legal!”

“Why bring that up when we're all happy?”
The next morning was greeted by the usual num-

ber of aching heads. Mr. Albert Young, the junior
partner of Ould, Young & Co. was packing his

only two hundred a case and prevent them from
killing themselves with bootleg and rot-gut.”
“It isn’t legal!”
“Why do ya always have to bring that up?”
The jars were transferred to a truck and that
was the last that Al saw of them—perhaps. He refused a suggestive envelope with the words: “It

trunk. He had resolved to leave the resort and go
back to Detroit. He had informed Mr. Ould that
he would arrange with his lawyer to split their
partnership. He could not continue in business with
a man that broke the law.
“But”, protested Mr. Ould, “we have to keep up
with the times, Al. We can make five times as
much in the liquor business. Don’t be a hypocrite.
You took one load over yourself.”
It was of no avail. He was soon headed for Detroit. He drove over Harper Road with much less
speed than usual. He was thinking. All his ideals,
faith in the normal, law-abiding citizen, were

isn’t legal.”

broken.

Al Young did not mention the night’s adventure
to Mr. Ould, his partner, at the summer resort. It
was exactly three days later when his senior part-

had been drawn into the maelstrom. Since the
war, conservative America had changed her ways
from a peaceful nation to one that had no respect
for law. His personal friends were normal on

“Sure, it is our sacred duty to serve the people
of Michigan.”

“Serve?”
“Sure, we bring them good stuff from Canada at

ner approached him and said,
“T have a big party on for tonight, Al.

Even kind-hearted, generous James Ould

Don’t go

every other subject, but when it came to a ques-

away like you did last time. I want you to meet
my bootlegger. He’s a nice fellow when you get
to know him.”

tion of liquor, they ignored the constitution.
They had offered him money, filthy money for
his quite accidental part in the recent liquor-running. That was insulting. Of course they had

Al was inclined to object but finally consented to

be present if only for business reasons.

The party

meant well, but he could not see it that way. They

UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON EXPONENT
were trying to make him a partner in crime.

He

would never accept any money.
“Bang!” <A rear tire blew out.
Al thoughtfully swore and then drove off the
road. He found his spare was already flat and that
he was without a jack. He reproached himself for
his carelessness with much profanity. He would
have to ask passing motorists for aid.

Several passed, ignoring his wave.

At last one

slowed almost to a halt. He thought he was about
to procure a lift, but the sedan suddenly jumped
ahead again. Wondering Al looked at it and then
at his hand. His palm held a long envelope. He

9

tore it open. Ten one-hundred-dollar bills greeted
him.
He scratched his head in perplexity and then
truth dawned. He had received his payment for
his recent services. Then he smiled. He broke
into a mental soliloquy.
“After all it is a noble thing to run this wood
alcohol out of business. I feel it’s my moral duty.

I think Jimmy Ould and I will be partners after
ei,
He thrust the bills into his pocket.
with an after-thought:
“It’s perfectly legal.”

He added

The Caves of Kentucky
By Eugene Cropper
pee was a time in our history when Niagara Falls and Mammoth Cave were consid-

But Mammoth, the original wonder, does not now

Even today the tourist pays more to risk pneumonia

enjoy the entire cave trade. Ambitious explorers
have discovered, generally by unfortunate accident,
at least half a dozen rivals, in beauty if not in size:
Great Onyx, Mammoth Onyx, New Entrance, Collins Onyx, Sand Cave, and Great Crystal, to mention only a few. The last three are particularly associated with that unfortunate martyr to publicity,
Mr. Floyd Collins. In them are preserved everything from his shoes to his embalmed body. Indeed, two of them claim to be the “one and only”
site of his accident. Perhaps, as time goes on, as
many places will claim the scene of his demise as
claimed Homer’s birthplace.
The claims to superior excellence that these various marvels make through their respective agents
and literature greatly bewilder the tourist. As soon
as you enter Cave City, the center of the cave region, you are literally held up by the different
agents and warned that if you go to any cave but
theirs your trip will be wasted: Most people remember having read of Mammoth Cave in their
school geographies, where certainly no other caves
had been mentioned, or else they recall the report
of some relative who visited the place ten or twenty
years ago, and certainly that relative had had no
other thought but that when you had seen one you
had seen them all.
So the claims of the various agents are the first
thing to spoil the trip. No matter what cave you

in these dank caverns than to see any other natural

see you will always believe that you missed the best

wonder in the country.

one and that your trip was wasted. The only thing

ered the greatest natural wonders of the
country. Every foreign visitor of note was dragged to these two places to be properly impressed
by the size and grandeur of our scenic marvels.
Edward VII, as Prince of Wales, Jenny Lind, and
a host of other celebrities have left souvenirs of
their visits to the Caves in the names of the various formations and chambers.
Then there was always the crowd of honeymooners and tourists who had heard others talk of the
wonders of the caverns and who were resolved to
see for themselves if the tales were true. And no
matter how little impressed they were with what
they had seen they always took good care to tell
their friends that it was well worth the trip and
they “wouldn’t have missed it for nothing, etc.”, it

being an ancient custom of tourists never to admit
of being fooled and to endeavor to trap everyone
else into a similar trip.

So the caves became a highly profitable enterprise. For the owners, the heirs of Gen. George
Rogers Clark, charged a neat sum to permit visitors to view the wonders of nature. And every time
the government hinted at making the cave area a
national park the said owners gave vent to loud
howls about the “patriotism of their renowned an-

cestor and the rapacity of the government, etc.”

10
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to do is to see them all at great expense
money after which you will have come
clusion that one is practically the same
and breathe a fervent prayer that you
enter another cave as long as you live.

of time and
to the conas another,
may never

Despite the manifold disadvantages of traveling
in caves—such as ice cold water dripping down your
neck from the room, cave crickets taking up their
abode in your hair, slipping on wet stones and nearly. breaking your neck, and trying to stretch your
imagination to see how certain masses of stone resemble what the guide says they do—caves have a
certain fascination. If you are traveling through
with a good-natured group of people and the lights
are as bad as they generally are, you can enjoy all
the horrors of believing yourself lost for good whenever the guide goes around a corner. And then
there are always the hysterical ladies who can’t get
through the narrow passages, and are afraid to
make the necessary climbs, and who speculate fondly on what would happen if part of the cave would
fall in and entrap you.
Our party had made one trip through the original Mammoth Cave five or six years before and had
always regretted since then that it had missed the
marvels of the other caves. So a group of about fifteen of us last summer decided to go together and

secure reduced rates to go-through as many caves
as possible in one day.

Securing reduced rates is

not as difficult as it might seem.

of animals, birds, and botanical forms on the sides
of the cave which you cannot, by the widest stretch
of your imagination, see. And if you tell him that
you cannot, his face shows the most exquisite pain
and he will carefully and slowly point out the feature to you again as though you lacked certain mental qualities that most well-regulated people have.
The next cave you pass on the road is the s0-

called “New Entrance” to Mammoth Cave.

This

is part of the old Mammoth but with an artificial
entrance. The signboards along the road tell of the
long legal war the owners of the two caves waged
as to which was the real Mammoth, the court finally
deciding that they were both parts of the same cave,
but that there would be certain restrictions on the
advertising of the new one. Here the tourist is
boldly stopped on the road by the rival agents and
forced to listen to a long argument as to the merits
of the two places. Generally he continues on his
way more to escape the argument than to avoid the
cave.
Our next cave was “Great Crystal”, the crowning

discovery of Floyd Collins.

You can only reach it

by going over ten miles of the worst road in that
section of the country. But it was worth it; in our

case anyway. The family that went through with
us was the one | mentioned before as getting the
bargain rate, and their reception was by no means
cordial. The chief guide couldn’t very well get out

The competition

of taking them through, but he gave them to under-

between the various caves is so keen that, despite
the fact the managements have agreed to charge
two dollars for every trip, if you can get several
agents to bid against each other it is possible to secure very good terms. We managed to see five of
the largest caves for about what it would cost to go
through the ordinary two trips of a single cave. And
it is possible to get even better terms. We saw two
families get the agents at Cave City so excited that
they secured thirty-four dollars’ worth of trips for
five dollars, to the great fury of the chief guide when
he discovered the arrangement.
The first cave we went through is the first one the
tourist passes on the road to Cave City—Mammoth
Onyx. Its location gives it a great advantage over

stand that he probably would never recover from
the effects of the bargain. And he ended up a long
not to filch any of the crystals from the walls. Now
the idea had not occurred to us before to take any
souvenirs, although we had been told as a matter of
course in the other caves that such an offense was
equal to destroying one of the old masters. Once
or twice we had slyly tested the strength of the stalactites, but with about the same results as trying to
take one of the stone pillars off the court house.
But the guide’s attitude towards these poor tourists, who were not only clever enough to make good
bargains, but had sense enough not to argue about
it afterwards, and the terrible roads we had just

the others and, while it is not large, it probably con-

been over made us resolve that we would not leave

tains more onyx formations than any of the other
caves. There are two varieties of caves, the “for-.
mation caves” such as this one, and the ordinary
caverns that boast only of their size. This is also

this cave until we had our money’s worth anyway.
Fortune seemed to favor our nefarious design in the
guides that were assigned to us. Most of the guides
have the average intelligence of real estate sales-

one of the few that is lighted by electric lights.

It

line of insults by asking them “for heaven’s sake”

men in that they learn a “good line” by heart and

is claimed that the onyx in this cave is of great value

stick strictly to it.

and beauty, but the visitor has to take the guide’s

and got so confused in the start by the questions

word for it, as it is all covered with limestone. Indeed, you have to take the guide’s word for a great

that were thrown at them that they lost their heads
completely and wandered about in a more or less

many things.

dazed condition throughout the rest of the trip.

He will point out to you all manner

But ours were new to the game
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Of course some of the questions the ladies asked
would have dazed anyone.
And then our light was furnished by two very
poor lanterns that had a tendency to fade on and off
in critical places. So we thought that only lack of
transportation would prevent us from carrying off
all the stalagmites and stalactites in the cave. But
we were doomed to cruel disappointment. We broke
our finger nails and tore the skin off our hands in
vain efforts to break off innocent little pieces of
gypsum that looked as though they would crumble
at our touch. And then we discovered that the bottom of the cave was covered with broken pieces
that could be had for the picking up. But the price
of admission was cheap when we considered the innocent thrill we had had in trying to put one over
on the guides. However, they probably enjoyed our
attempts as much as we did, if they had sense
enough to know what it was all about.
There were two trips in this cave and both of
them were worth the time. Indeed if you only want
to see a cavefor interest, this is probably the best
one in the group. And then it has as a piece de resistance, the embalmed body of Floyd Collins in a

glass-topped coffin. This is only shown at the end
of the trip in order to avoid any additional hysteria
among the ladies. Most people would think that
this was carrying publicity a little too far but it
seems that it was the last wish of Mr. Collins that
his mortal remains would be thus exposed to the

public gaze.

‘There is no accounting for tastes.

“New Entrance’ has a somewhat similar exhibit in
the petrified body of a little Indian girl that would
haunt your nightmares for years to come. The
guides here, as in all the other cases, asked us particularly to speak a good word for the cavern. As
though we could do otherwise, after having gone to
such labor and difficulty to reach the place. More-

over we did have something from the cave to show
for our money.
Our next stop was Mammoth which none of the
fancy scenery of the newer caves can rob of the interest due its age and traditions. Here you can have
the choice of five trips ranging from five hours to

two hours in length. Probably the most interesting
is the one that takes you on the river Styx. There
are few thrills that will equal a ride on this river
in one of the leaky boats provided for that purpose.
You can always make bets on how long it will be
before the ship flounders with all souls aboard. And
then, while some one obliges with a song or yodel
to show the marvelous echoes you can bail the water
out before it gets over your shoe tops. And then
there is always the Corkscrew Exit that cures all
fat ladies of any further desire to explore caves. All

in all, one trip through Mammoth ought to cure the
most ambitious cave explorer. There are more
points of interest in this cave than in all the other
caves combined, so it is difficult to enumerate or de-

scribe any of its best features.
Our last trip was through Hidden River Cave,
claimed to be the largest in the world. It has been
explored seventeen miles back in the hills and no
one has reached the end of it yet. It contains a
waterfall that furnishes power for the city of Horse
Cave. In the Civil War it was used by raiders as
a place of concealment for stolen horses. The river
that flows within its entrance makes it difficult to
go through it, which explains why it is not better
known.
A tour through the Caves makes an interesting
vacation trip for people in this section of the country, but they are scarcely worth coming any great
distance to see. And if you do come, plan on seeing
them all or else you will be coming back for the
next six or seven years to see if the agents’ descriptions of the others were really true.

The Park at Midnight
By John Will
Deep into the gloomy park Id strolled
Upon my midnight roam before aware
Of towering trees that reached for me, and rolled,
And sighed with strange desires, of whispering
aif,

And the hard, unnatural echo of a pair
Of feet that were not mine

were close behind!

What then took fact is vague. ..Alone I bear

A flitting flash of memory: heart entwined
With frantic fears—headlong flight—and street

lamp kind.
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Tommy’s Little Error
By Robert L. McBride

r-

HERE have been football stories ever since

the devil threw Adam for a loss in the garden of Eden. Such stories are the rage for
two months. Every fall the editor scurrys about in
desperation for some such gridiron feature to grace
his columns. But this is a story of the troubles that
befell Tommy and has nothing to do with the editors. ‘Tommy was well known here at the University a few years ago. Perhaps when Itell you that
he had red hair and that his face was besprinkled
with freckles you may vaguely remember seeing
him about the campus. I’m sure the graduates can
readily recall this incident that I am going to relate, in fact, it was from one of the Seniors that I
first heard the story.
;
No one would ever consider this the truth unless
some “rival college” were thrown in for extra measure. A “rival college’, “the big game” and “the
hero” making the final touchdown is the usual procedure in the best of stories and who am I to deny
the righteousness of such a convention. And so |
will toss in a second school to “thicken the plot”.
In this instance McKills Barber College was the
Thanksgiving Day opponent and the energy of the
whole season was centered on that game.
When I took a correspondence course in writing
I discovered that a story was never read unless it
contained a certain percentage of “personal interest”. Since I am not inclined to be usurious, I will
be as brief as possible. The “interest” in this case
is a beautiful brunette. Fairly tall she’ll be—though
not too much so—and blessed with a bright, sunny
disposition. Of course she is “the heroine”. I hope
none of the readers take more than five minutes to
look at her as I wish to speed up the plot.
Certainly, Tommy played football. Any author
of a college story who—either from ignorance or
audacity—does not make his hero a football letter
man had better go back to college and take another
year of Greek—what ever harm that could do.
Not that Tommy had earned his letter. I must
confess he did not, though I am gambling my reputation on the hope that he does. If he fails it means

another year of Greek for me.
courage the reader.

But I will not dis-

Tommy did play in the big

game and later received a “letter’—from his home
folks.
Practice had been held regularly every evening

for a month.

Tommy soon became so familiar with

the signals that he could call them in Latin, much
to the satisfaction of the coach.

In fact, the coach

took great pleasure in picking out the good scholars
whenever Tommy broke into a torrent of Latin.
The best scholars were given the choice positions
on the squad. Imagine the spice and variety this
gave to the game as each player had his own translation of the signals.
2

x

es

x

*

*

*

*

*

It was the final scrimmage before the Thanksgiving Day game. The school had lost the greater
part of its previous games, but the Barber’s College game loomed up before the team. School spirit
never became so boisterous as it did on Thanksgiv-

ing.

‘The Freshmen, of course, led the pep rally.

They marched into town and painted the school
colors on every machine that was parked on Main
and returning by way of Brown Street gave vent to
their feelings by a chorus of bravos and banzais.
But, as I said, it was the final scrimmage. Indeed, fortunately for Tommy, it was the last scrimmage for the first three quarterbacks. In the first
minute of play the regular quarter received a broken
leg. A fractured skull and a broken back followed
in quick succession.
(Really, I hated to injure
those players but it was the only way of getting

Tommy into the game.)
While the manslaughter was going on ‘Tommy
was idly studying his Greek on the side lines. He
occasionally looked up when he heard the crackling
of bones or the groans from the disabled. He was
lying, sprawled on a mattress with his face propped
in his hands and his eyes glued on his Homer.
Well, when that last fellow was carried off, the
poor coach was nearly broken with sorrow. Tears
flowed down his face and he hardly had the strength
to instruct the fellows to quit crying so that practice could continue.
“My last quarterback”, moaned the coach between his sobs, “what will ever...be-become.. .ofof us...next Thursday?”
“It’s not as bad as that, coach”, piped a sympa-

thetic little fellow who was playing guard, “haven’t
you forgotten Tommy ?”

“Tommy!

Of course.

chief’s eye flashed for joy.
for the big game.”

“Tommy !

9

I had forgotten.”

The

“I had been saving him

he called, “Come here.”
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But in vain. Tommy was buried, heart and soul
in the ruins of ancient Greece or flying about with
Homer on his trans-oceanic flight.

“Thomas”, he said respectfully, and he approached him. “I humbly beg your pardon for disturbing you, but your services are required. We
are at a loss without you. Won’t you please grace
our squad with your presence?”
After debating with him for some time on the
necessity of physical exercise for the growing boy,
the coach finally succeeded in convincing Thomas
that it was alright for him to play.
And how he did play! The crowd of spectators
and students assembled to watch this private practice roared its approval. He ran and passed with
gracefulness, tackled with gentleness and accentuated his signals better than a Ph.D. His kicking
had long ago attracted the attention of George
White, on the rove for chorus timbre.
;
The coach, thoroughly satisfied with the workout was about to ask them to leave the field when—
from a clear and tranquil sky—Tommy fumbled.

A fumble...fumble!

The team stopped dead in

their tracks. Fear seized their hearts. Horror was
on every face. The coach held his anger for a moment, trying to think of something fitting to say.
But he said little. At least I could not repeat it if
he did, so why have him say anything.
“Report to the President immediately after study
this evening’, he growled.

*

*

*

*k

*

*

*

*

The President and the faculty were so disturbed
by the news that they had no supper and convened
all evening to find some fitting punishment for the

13

secured the admiration of the coach, but considering the crowd of fellows he had to crawl under, it
was miraculous.
The next day the team took it easy, resting for
the big game. Tommy was the only one who got
no peace.

He had, however, devised a wonderful

scheme. He was no longer put to the trouble of
carrying the ball in his arms for he wore it—as did
the Ancient Mariner—tied with a strap about his
neck. Wherever he went, the football went along, *
flopping and swinging about his neck. In class,
before the pep rally, in the dining hall, and in class,
Tommy was never without its disturbing presence.

The day of the big game dawned—as most days
generally d. Before noon every seat in the stadium
was taken. Thousands upon thousands sacrificed
their Thanksgiving Day veal roast to get. standing
room. When therefereefinally blew his whistle for

the kickoff they were still crowding in at the box
office.

Tommy was not in the starting lineup.

Every

one thought that the coach had decided to save him
for the last half.
To make a long story short, the Barber’s College
just naturally ran all over our poor team in the first
quarter. They piled up three touchdowns and one
point after touchdown. In the second quarter they
took pity on us or, perhaps, they didn’t want to discourage the fans and kept away from our goal until
the half ended.

The score, Barber’s

19;

Home

team 0.

And Tommy. What of Tommy? During the first

ley, a serious-minded, bespectacled professor of literature, made the suggestion that was unanimously adopted: ‘The board of the University approves
of the measure, that Thomas shall carry in his possession a football, for his improper conduct on the
football field this afternoon. He must never appear
without the ball in his possession and the students
and faculty are instructed to insure the execution
of this motion.”
“You see’, explained the President afterwards,
“perhaps your association with the ball will assist:
you in remembering just what you are to do with
it. You may recall a similar parallel in your study
of literature. The Ancient Mariner was sentenced
to the same type of punishment.”
Poor Tommy. Nearly half of the student body
assembled outside the President’s office and as he

half he sat on the bench translating Herodotus. He
was the most unconcerned individual alive. He still
carried the pigskin about his neck. Occasionally he
would reach for a huge dictionary that was lying
open before him on the grass.
And the poor coach! Here he was losing the
Thanksgiving Day game. I had always wondered
what he said to the players between the halves and
so—at the risk of my life—lI slipped into the locker
room with the players.
The coach was just beginning when I arrived.
He had polished his shoes and straightened his tie.
Taking a sip of water and pounding the speaker’s
table for order he began: “Gentlemen, I am sincerely sorry, but I am not able to conscientiously
approve of your recent conduct before that vast
congregation of people assembled here this- afternoon. William, dear, why was it you persisted in
permitting that bulk of avoirdupois at guard to
make you ridiculous? No respectable person would

appeared at the door with the new pigskin in his

ever permit such conduct on this momentous occa-

arm, someone knocked the ball and sent it spin-

sion.

ning down the hall. His recovery would not have

ing with our line plunges.

offense. A fumble! ! Expulsion? No, hardly.
Tommy was needed for the game. Finally Brad-

Cawn’t you persuade him to cease interfer-

You, Chester, as right

14
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end, haven’t you anything to do but gaze at that
costermonger in the crowd?...And you, Alfred, if

This time ‘Tommy was very responsive.

Wasn’t

during the play I'll put an honor pupil in your place.

he to be the hero?
“Tommy”, explained the coach, “I’m sorry, but
it will be necessary for us ‘to use your ball. I’m

...And Andrew, your signals are somewhat con-

sure you won’t mind parting with it now.”

fused, too ambiguous; you must form a perspicacious idea of the subsequent play before you call
the signals. Don’t be decrepit or irresolute; be decisive, convince your antagonist that you are ani-

Nodding his approval, Tommy began to extricate himself from the strap that held the ball about
his neck. He also slipped off his jersey.
“It was the President’s order that I carry that
ball in my possession”, he reminded the coach, “and
you approved of that order. So now I either go
im with the ball or you can’t use it.”
‘The coach was frightened by his tone and gave in

you don’t induce that center to stay on his own side

mated by an unfeigned sincerity. If that fails, tickle
him

with

a feather

and

then

catch him

un-

awares...”
Tommy was busy with his dictionary.

I crept

silently away. This was no place for a Freshman.

when the crowd began to call for Tommy.

*

hated to change the combination that he had in the

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

‘Tommy came out again with the team at the open-

ing of the half, the football still tied about his neck.

He

game, but—well—Tommy was different.
“The home team has replaced its quarterback”,
again the story of the game came over the air,

He no longer thought of fhat ball, though he was
unconsciously aware that every one in the stadium
knew why he was carrying it so close. He had fum-

“Tommy has gone into the game. The first play
Tommy receives the ball, steps back, passes, and—

bled!

but, no—too far.

For shame!

Fie!

Fie!

And the children

and—and—oh it’s a long one not quite over the goal

The end dropped the ball.

On

in the stands—there were a great number of them
along the 50-yard line—efficiently cursed his an-

the second the fullback failed to gain. A few opposing guards or tackles ground his face in terra

cestors.

firma. Third down—nine to go. Half carries the
ball on a run—wow—what a long end run. He is

The game went on as usual. Each team tried its
best plays, but they all proved to be nothing but the
Doctor’s delight. The ambulance was kept busy.

“Two minutes to play.

The score is now 19-14,

Barber’s favor’, came the voice of MacMae over
the giant network of stations that was broadcasting
the game. “The home team succeeded in scoring
two touchdowns in the third quarter, but it looks
as though they came back too late. Barber’s now

have the ball. They kick.

finally downed on the other side of the field. Barbers call time out. Fourth down and fifteen seconds
to play. Your own station will now identify itself.”
Again the teams lined up. It seemed to Tommy
that the opposing players were riding about on a

merry-go-round. Then he thought of the real play
for the occasion. Last down. Win or lose. A trick
pass, play 65, it had been used but once that year.

O-o-o-h-h what a kick!

“76-52-39-47”, he called. The stands were rising,

The ball sailed clear off the field and is falling somewhere in the crowd at the far corner. That ball is

every one was expecting, hoping, fearing.
Tommy received the ball, faked to the right,

as good as lost. The kids in that mob’ll never re-

slipped the ball to the half and then dashed down
the field to the goal line. The half darted to the

turn it. The referee is trying to get a new one.

I’m

sorry, ladies and gentlemen of the radio audience,

side, stood erect, and passed...

but there seems to be some difficulty among the
coach and officials...”
The roar of the crowd overcame the voice of the
air.
The trouble was that the coach had no other ball.

under it. A cheer from the fans—Tommy was under the ball and—groans and other such edifying
sounds—he had the ball and dropped. it as he
reached up and toward the back of his neck.

There was no time to send for another.

The pass wasa little long. Tommy raced to get

The Bar-

That, briefly, is the reason why so few know of

bers refused to play with any of the old practice
balls.

Tommy here at the University. After the game,
when he slipped softly and alone into the shower
room some one heard him muttering: “How silly
of me. I should have remembered that the ball no

The field judge noticed Tommy sitting on the
bench with his new pigskin about his neck.

“Why not use that one?” he suggested.

longer had a strap on it.

“Certainly.

hero after all

Tommy!”

1)?

Oh dear, now I am no -

1
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Rhapsody in Black
By Theodore H. Hoffman
O begin with, it was dark, but while it was
dark, it was not late. I should say that the

time was about 7:30 p. m., and during the
month of November and this one day in particular,
darkness had come early, because it had been raining continually since early in the morning.
About 7:30 p. m. of that day, I was going down
to church to practice for an hour or so on the organ.
Looking back over the affair, two things came into

my mind, first, during that day I had been delayed
and had not been able to get down in the afternoon
at the usual time of four o’clock, in fact, this was
the latest that I had ever gone to church to practice, and, secondly, I had forgotten my flashlight

and this under peculiar circumstances.

I had been

told just the preceeding day, that when it was dark
and I went to practice, I should always take a flashlight to light my way, because the stairs to the gallery were not lighted. Now I remember distinctly
that this warning had made a deep impression on
me and I inwardly told myself that I would not
forget it. Then too, after I did forget it at-home, I
had no sooner been gone, when I remembered that
I had neglected to take it. However, being already
on my way and not wishing to waste time by returning, | went on.
:
In order to understand the situation completely,
I shall briefly describe a few salient features incident to the happening. When I arrived at the
church it was dark and raining dismally. As I had
known, all the doors were locked because the janitor always closes them at 6:00 p. m. However, I
was provided for this. I had two keys, one for the
side door of the church and the other for the door
leading to the organ loft, which also is always
locked to prevent any casual observer, or inquisitive
chorister from playing on and perhaps harming the

organ.
I opened the side door and stepped into the
church. The atmosphere was eerie, sepulchral. It
was a large, Gothic church, old, beautiful, massive

and entirely dark, except for the red, flickering light
of the sanctuary lamp. From the outside came the
steady patter, patter of the chilly rain. I was dismayed, irresolute, chilled by the utter silence, un-

decided whether to go up and practice or lock the
door again and go home. I finally decided to practice. Why?—I do not know. |

Instinctively I dipped my hand in the holy water
;

made the sign of the cross; never had that action
seemed more helpful and reassuring to me.

To reach the gallery I had to walk to the back
of the church and into the vestibule. The side door
by which I had entered was near the sanctuary
about three-fourths of the way from the rear. I
started to walk. I tried to reason with my nameless fears, but all I was cognizant of was the uncanny hollow echo of my own footsteps.
I reached the vestibule. It had not taken me long
according to actual time, but in regard to my imagination, the period was endless. In the vestibule,
there was a light. To find the switch was the work
of a minute. It is truly remarkable how that elusive, undefinable, inherently mysterious thing labeled light cheers us and helps us to gain or regain
our natural equilibrium.
There was still before me the three flights of
stairs leading to the organ loft which would of a
necessity have to be made in darkness. When I
switched out the light, not wanting to waste it
while practicing, I felt as if I was leaving a trusting friend, some safe shelter, before venturing out
into the unknown.
I began the dreary climb.
The steps spiral
around the ropes extending from the belfry above.
In the dark, these ropes, like the snakes of the Orient, seemed to have some connection with the un-

known, with dark; wicked things. I finally came to
the top of the stairs and there, to my dismay, I
found the large paneled door leading to the organ
loft was open. Before me yawned the darkness,
threatening, uncertain. I had been going to practice in this church every day for five months and
that door had always been closed and more than
that, locked, and here, tonight of all times, it stood

ghostly, silently open.
Again came those nameless fears, prompting me
to leave. Despite them, I went on my way. Still
in darkness, I went to the railing and looked over.
Oh! the awful silence, the darkness, pierced only
by the small red flame. Hail Mary, Our Father,—
how easy, how natural, how comforting, it was to
say those familiar prayers!
I went to the organ and turned on the light, an

adjustable desk lamp. Still it did not bring the
assurance that the one in the vestibule had, perhaps
because I was more imprisoned up there, no longer

could I easily run for safety.

I had locked the door,
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or rather I had closed the door and it had locked
itself.
The light showed the organ, cover wide open and
no music there. This, too, was most unusual, because the organ lid had never before been open upon
my arrival and I had been strictly cautioned by the
organist to close it on my departure. And then, the
music was always in its box on the railing in front
of the organ seat. And now—nothing. It was odd,
something was wrong. All these things, the unfortunate delay of the afternoon, the forgetting of the
flashlight, the darkness, my fears telling me to turn
back, the open door, the open organ and finally the
absence of my music, warned me to leave. What
was I to do? I began to hunt for the music. I
looked in all of the stacks where the other organist
kept his music, trying to convince myself that he
had put it in with his music by mistake. However,
this could not have been true. He knew my music,
knew where I kept it, in fact, he suggested the place
in order that I woulld not be delayed in looking for
it each time. The thought would not down: someone, something, had hid that music and hid it deliberately, with intent and purpose. Still I looked.
Finally, among some large, dusty, hand-written,
German music I found it. The German opus was a
requiem by Landermann.

I took my music and sat down and began to play.
The organ had three keyboards, Swell, Great and
Choir. Now to be able to have a sound on any one
of the keyboards, it is necessary to use a stop, which
regulates a pipe and produces the tone, or a coupler,
which enables you to play on a particular keyboard
without having any of its stops down, but coupling
some of the stops of the other keyboards to it and
thus producing sound.
I was playing on two keyboards, the Swell and
the Great. There were no stops or couplers to the
Choir. I was playing the Panis Angelicus by Cesar
Franck, when suddenly I saw the keys of the Choir
move, some of the stops go down, and through the
darkened church there sounded the Dies Irae from
the Mass for the Dead. It was horrible, unnatural.
Oh! the realization of that moment—something
must be sitting on the same bench with me, playing
on the keyboard beneath me—in fact it must be near
me—it must be touching me—still I feel nothing,
can see nothing—no hands, arms, feet, and yet, the

keys move—the mournful, funeral melody continues.
Something was moving, things grew darker, the
tune softer, I ceased to play, no longer thought. I
sank down, and unconsciousness, blessed, friendly,

sheltering, descended on me.

The Campus at Evening
By Francis Abena
At eve ’tis joy to pace the campus fair
Where meadow, grove, and lovely flowers blend

Their fragrance with the fresh autumnal air.—
Sweet breath of peace that e’en so soon must end!
eb

i
J
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The glowing sun is sinking silently
Painting the hilly tops with rosy hue
And gliding leafclad woodlands violently
;
Our fertile earth has naught more sweet to view.
The treetops seem asleep—so calm and free

From teasing winds.

They teach humility.

A cloudless heaven smiles upon the lea—
My soul’s in chord with its tranquility.
But now the breeze’s tender touch has fled;

The autumn day has gone with silent tread.
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Yellow
By Francis S. Gabel
|

ARRY GALE slouched into his room in a

disgusted attitude. He had given his best
in the game of the previous day and Atwater had condemned him for the defeat of that afternoon. A fumble when the college’s bitterest
rival was but a few yards from the goal line had
cost a touchdown and the loss of a hard-fought
game.
Kensington was jubilant and Gale was
blamed for the fumble. “Yellow, no guts”, the
words seemed to sear his brain as he attempted to
live over again the last few minutes with the coach.
Johnson had set his heart on winning this game and
all plans had been upset by one miscue of the
school’s highly touted halfback. Johnson had not
minced words in the least. “I have no use for a
man who is so afraid of two heavy tackles that he
drops the ball when hit. You’re yellow, Gale, that’s
the trouble, you haven’t the guts of a butterfly.”

And Larry had left the room beaten.
In this mood he reached his room and threw himself dejectedly on-his bed where for an agonizing
hour he thought of the years of football during
which he had set more than one school wild gwith
anger and had brought many victories to his Cald-

well High School.

For four years he had been one

of the heroes of the little High School because he
did not seem to know the meaning of fear. His
drive had been fast and vicious, his passing had been

accurate, and his tackling without a flaw. Then had
come the Saturday game. Kensington had hurled
both tackles at him with the force of thunderbolts
and when the pile was untangled Larry was lying
there senseless.
He had played the next quarter in a semi-daze
and his only ambition had been to see that those two
tackles did not reach him again. It had been the
first time that he himself had been so heavily hit
and the sting had placed the chill hand of fear on
his heart. Though he had plunged with the same
dash, though he passed with the same accuracy, still

he saw to it that he was never near those two giants
that towered over the line.
The rest between the halves had helped to clear
his head and he went forth with the vengeful purpose
of sweeping the opposing stalwarts before him.
However, the first tackle had once more left him

quivering and shaken and he again dallied in his
dashes through the line.

Larry himself did not.

know the real reason for his slowness and blamed it

on the worry of the night before when he knew that
he would start against the ancient rivals.
Then had come that fatal fourth quarter. With
the ball in his arms he was preparing for a spurt
across the field when he saw his nemeses bearing
down on him. With only thought of that first fatal
play he tried to escape and in his panic the ball
slipped from his nervous fingers and was pounced
upon and carried to a sudden disastrous touchdown.
Now that it was all over Larry knew that he was
branded as yellow in the eyes of the team and the
student body. He could see that the coach was only
expressing the thoughts of all the rest of his former
friends and now understood the seemingly insincere
words of condolence that he had received from his
teammates. “Yellow, no guts”.
For perhaps an hour he sat with sagging body and
disheartened soul. He painted the disaster in lurid
colors. No longer would admiring Freshmen desire
his notice, they would scorn his attentions. He
might as well leave the college and start anew. He
would go to some nameless, hidden place and there
seek to wrench out this nameless fear that had so
gripped him.
Yet he knew in his heart that he could not quit.
His Alma Mater had nursed him through a year of
ignorance and cheered him as a Sophomore. He
had to make good. He could not leave the school
with the brand of “yellow” written as a finis to his
career of scintillating football. He had to come
back.
Bob Geer, his roommate, discovered him with his

fists clenched and his lips mumbling over and over
again, “Got to come back, got to make good.”

“Sure you'll make good, Larry; anyone knows
that you were under the weather yesterday.” Bob’s
words, however had no effect on the restless boy.
He had a suspicion that Bob felt the way the rest
of the college felt about that miserable fumble.
The next day Larry was ready to “come back”’.
He appeared on the field as briskly as usual but
found no friends to greet him or toss him the ball.
He could see that he was an outcast and felt the attitude intensely. He prayed for the chance to show
them that he was not yellow, that he was only trying to meet the first real test of his career.

Johnson ordered Larry to the second team for the
scrimmage of Monday.

‘The final game was a week

away and no football player that fumbled in critical
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moments was going to be the man on whom to have
the school place its confidence.
There Larry
sweated, urged, and drove. He was handled roughly but managed to last through the day without any

errors.

Though sore and tired he nevertheless felt

As the team trotted out on the field Larry might
have been heard talking to the battered helmet
which had seen so much suffering the last week.
Fondling and cuddling the leather, which seemed to
have become something of a mascot to the rangy
halfback, he was again repeating those words which

relieved that he had perhaps conquered some of his
nervousness.

had become an obsession to him, “Got to come back,

The rest of the week was a nightmare to the dis-

got to make good.” Then the whistle blew for the

graced halfback. Hammered relentlessly by the
varsity, who blamed him for their defeat, he more
than. once felt the desire to quit, to be done with

resumption of play.

football.

wedge formation in receiving and returning the
kickoff and found itself in possession of the ball on
its own forty-five yard line. Then came the signal
for a smash off tackle with Larry carrying the ball.
Before the ball was snapped, before the final numbers had been called Larry was whispering to himself that he must not fumble, he must hit the line
with all his force. He gained two yards.
Yet Atwater could not gain again and Larry was
forced to punt. As he received the ball and stepped
forward to spiral it down the field, counting on the
toe that had never failed him before, he saw the two
hulks that represented the opposing tackles break
through the line and dash toward him. In desperation he kicked and by a miracle of luck the ball
leaped through the intervening space and Larry was
left alone as the two teams surged to the other end
of the field. During all this time the stands could
be observed in an ominous silence that seemed to
take nothing for granted and wanted to be shown.
For what seemed hours, then, Larry encouraged,
prayed and pleaded for the team to stop the mad
rushes of the steamroller that was threatening to
overwhelm them. ‘Temporarily stopped, Bucknell
was not to be denied and insisted on continuing
the advance. Still, the fourth quarted started with

However, the hope of acquitting himself

of the charge of the previous week drove him on,
though he was often on the verge of crying aloud atthe suffering he found himself undergoing. Still he
stayed on, regardless of sore muscles, “charley
horses”, and aching shoulders. He would show
them, if it meant the last football gesture he ever
made.
Saturday, the day for the game with Bucknell,
was a cold, bright day. To many it spelled good
football weather but to Larry it meant the day of
his justification or final condemnation. A riot of
thoughts ran through his mind.
Maybe they
wouldn’t let him play, maybe they would keep him
on the bench. Maybe the crowd would cry him off
the field; perhaps Johnson would scorn to let him
even appear in uniform.
However, two o’clock finally came around and
Larry took the field with the subs. He gazed wistfully at the men who were already donning helmets
to meet the shock of battle with a heavier and more
powerful foe. He took his way to the bench with a

prayer that the gods of chance would be kind to
him on this day and give him at least ten minutes on
the gridiron.
Bucknell soon showed that it had a bruising, battering style of play. Geer came in with a dislocated
shoulder. Rice was hurt in the first quarter and

taken from the game.

Larry still sat on the bench.

The teams see-sawed up and down the field with no
score and then Rhem, the man who had taken Larry’s place, was knocked completely out by a bad

tackle.

Still Larry sat on the bench.

At the half, Gale wished he had never seen a foot-

Larry dutifully reported to the referee and took

his position.

the score 0-0.

The Atwater team took a perfect

Tired, sore, and weary in every mus-

cle, Larry waited for the decisive round to take
place.
With the ball in its possession, Bucknell seemed
at last to be set on a touchdown. Driving relentlessly, the heavier team constantly kept Atwater on
the defensive and moved slowly down the field.
Stopped on the twenty-yard line, the Bucknell squad

ball uniform. He had pleaded, begged and even demanded a chance but Johnson had only shrugged his
shoulders and watched the play on the field. Now
that worthy was surveying his charges with anxious
eyes while he berated and paced back and forth

prepared to resist every effort of Atwater to ad-

anxiously, pointed out mistakes and misplays, yet

denly he was hurtled from his feet, his head struck

never mentioned Larry’s name as a possible substi-

the ground with all the force of a flying tackle and
merciful blackness descended over his tortured brain.
He awoke to find the coach and captain gazing at

tute in the next half. At the last minute Larry was
called over and his heart leaped when Johnson
spoke:

fumble.”

“Gale, you will go in at half, but don’t

vance. The signals called for an end run by Larry.
With the snap of the ball Larry was on the move.
With flying feet he reached the line at the right
and made a decisive cut toward the center. Sud-

him anxiously the while they bathed his face with

water and tried to force some down his throat. With
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a groan he realized that the game was still on and
that he must continue to play or else be once again
branded. He staggered to his feet and with the help
of the coach managed to walk a few steps and then
again took his place in the backfield.
The next few minutes seemed hours to Larry. He
blocked and ran as an automaton. Then he awoke

with a start. They were calling for him to take the
ball—‘Hasn’t Bucknell got the ball?—No there’s
Chris centering it to me—What about getting hurt?
—Mustn’t mind that—Yellow—No Guts—Well,
we'll show them,—run—run—.”
The pigskin flew to Larry’s waiting arms. Ina
dream he was running the end once more. There
was that big tackle—* Missed me—Got to keep on.”
His legs were working like pistons and he continued
to gain on the pack that streamed out behind him.
Half consciously he noticed the white bars passing
underneath. Laughing crazily he spurned one after
the other and pounded on. Nearer and nearer be-
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hind him he could hear the labored breathing of one
in pursuit and knew that he must keep going. Still,
try as he might, he could not shake off that shadow
that seemed so persistent on keping him from
stamping those bars into the ground.

On and on, till it seemed to the gasping Larry
that he would never stop. His feet were now leaden
weights on his legs. He had no conception of time
and it seemed years since he had received the ball
from Chris. “Why not stop and rest? Why not—”
They had caught and smashed him once more and
he never heard the gun, the whistle, the shouts, or
the cheers.
After an eternity, it seemed, Larry awoke to hear

someone shouting into his ear. “We won! Larry,
you made a touchdown! Oh, what a beautiful run
that was!” Larry sighed and once more dreamed.
Those that were grouped around heard him sigh
and smile. Then to waiting ears came the words:

“Yellow,—no guts—we’ll show ’em.”

Hawaii’s Leading Industry
By Geo. K. Iwashita
|

es years covers it all—for this

industry, now a young giant in size, is but
a baby in age. ‘Twenty-five years ago the
pineapple was scarcely known outside the tropical
zone; today it is acknowledged the peer of all fruits
familiar everywhere. Twenty years ago the canning of Hawaiian pineapple was in its infancy, making only the slightest impression in the world markets. Peaches were being canned then at the rate
of more than a million cases a year. But in twenty
years the infant has grown to a giant, surpassing all
other fruit-canning industries. To leap in a couple
of decades from a position of almost complete obscurity into world leadership is a remarkable

How It Began

In 1886, John Kidwell introduced
a new variety of pineapple in

Honolulu, the Smooth Cayenne.

From the outset

this attracted attention as being superior in flavor
and less fibrous and “woody” in texture. Kidwell
propagated many thousands of plants of the new

variety, and in 1891 the Hawaiian Fruit and Packing Company, organized by Mr. Kidwell, planted

the industry and has placed it in its position of
world leadership among canned fruits. No other

several acres of “pines” with the intention of canning the fruit. In 1893, Kidwell’s company canned
a few thousand cases and shipped them to San Francisco; but this pineapple, while favorably received,
made no great headway, because the canning operations were carried on only intermittently, and did
not grow to any importance for ten years. A few
years later (in 1900) a young Harvard graduate appeared on the scene—James D. Dole. “Jim” Dole
believed he saw a big future for this superior variety of pineapple. In 1901, with local capital, and
some from California and Massachusetts, the young
man launched the Hawaiian Pineapple Company,
Ltd., capitalized at $20,000, with twelve acres of

country in the world even approaches Hawaii, either
in quantity of production or quality of product. The

pineapple plantation. The first year’s output (1903)
amounted to 1893 cases. From this modest begin-

former is a matter of statistics; the latter the ver-

ning the infant industry grew apace, the capitaliza-

dict of millions of homes.

tion of the company increasing from time to time,

achievement, for the other fruit-canning industries
have been advancing very rapidly too.
Say “canned pineapple” to anybody in America
and almost surely he will think of Hawaii. The two
are inseparably linked together in the minds of all.

And why should they not be?

Hawaii has made
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until now it is in the millions instead of thousands;

the plantation acreage widening out from twelve
acres to many thousand acres; and the factory output from 1893 cases to over two million cases. After Dole’s company had led the way to large success, other canneries sprang up, so that today there
are fifteen establishments in the Hawaiian Islands
whose combined output is nearly six million cases
of canned pineapple. Of this immense quantity, the
Hawaiian Pineapple Company puts out about onethird. Eleven of the canneries are organized under
the name of the Association of Hawaiian Pineapple

Canners.

For a dozen years Dole’s cannery has

been the largest pineapple cannery in the. world.
For several years it has enjoyed the reputation of
being the largest fruit cannery in the world, having
a larger daily output than any other single establishment.

The name “pineapple” became attached to this
king of fruits, as the appearance externally is that
of a pine cone, while the term “apple” is a very an-

cient word denominating a fruit. The ancients apparently knew about the pineapple, and for a great
many years, in tropical lands, it has been eaten and
relished. Pineapples grow on plants about knee
high, one or more to a plant. There are few sights
more beautiful than a pineapple plantation. One
sees mile after mile of straight, trim rows, the spearpointed leaves softening in the long perspective, the
golden fruit like jewels in a green setting. A trip
to Wahiawa, the chief center of Oahu’s pineapple

plantations, is beautifully scenic.

One goes from

Honolulu by train or automobile over excellent

roadways, at first through long stretches of green
canefields, the road winding down deep gulches and

up again, and finally rising to the central plateau
country, out of sugar-cane and into pineapples. On
each side of the wide expanse of tablelands rises a
lofty, jaggedly picturesque mountain range, a fitting background for the magnificent landscape
spread out below, with the pineapple fields extending up the basal slopes and seeming to hang there
like trim patterns on a great tapestry, nature and
man having seemingly entered into partnership to
produce a maximum of artistry.

Planting the
Fields

Seeds rarely obtain in pineapples

and do not produce unless given
the utmost care in greenhouses.
New fields are started by planting slips, “suckers”,

creases the yields of fruit to such an extent that the
saving and increased revenue allow for a large margin of profit over the cost incident to the paper application.
The Harvest
‘

In twelve to fifteen months after
planting, the plants mature, and
then in the heart of the plant the first sign of fruit
appears in the form of a blossom not unlike a thistle blossom. The development from this blossom is
the flower-head which appears at the top of each
stalk or main axis. ‘These flower-heads look like
small pineapples, but have a number of blue or violet flowers projecting from the sides. After a week
or more these flowers wither and disappear. In the
next steps of the evolution of our fruit the bracts
become less prominent and the crowns grow larger.
Five or six months after the first appearance of the
flower-heads, the fruit matures, and is then ready
to eat. At a certain stage of ripeness the sugars
and flavors of the pineapple are at their best, and
just then the fruit must be picked. If picked green
the flavor is inferior, and if too ripe fermentation
has begun. To manipulate the harvesting of thousands of acres so that no fruit is picked green and
none allowed to ferment, and at the same time to

keep the daily quantity nearly uniform, that the
cannery may be evenly supplied, is the work of the
field superintendent, and it is a man-sized job. In
harvesting the crop, each laborer, carrying a sack
over his shoulder, passes down between two rows
and plucks the ripe fruit by bending it over and
breaking off the stems. The bagful is carried to
the nearest roadway, the crowns cut off and the
fruit placed in crates to be hauled in auto trucks or
wagons to the nearest railway loading station. Then
comes the railroad’s part. Long trains of pineapple
cars are made up twice each day and hauled into
Honolulu to the cannery. Most of the fruit ripens

during the months of July and August, and large
numbers of students out of school for their summer
vacation find employment in one of the canneries
located within the city.
Field to
Nearly all the fruit processed by
the Factory
the Hawaiian Pineapple Company
is produced on plantations operated by the company. A few independent contractors sell their crops to the Company. Only when
one company owns and operates both the field and
factory is it possible to offer to the public a commodity which is sure to be “picked ripe and canned

and the leafy crowns cut from the top of the fruit.
“Suckers” are generally preferred, as they grow

right”. The factory site of the Hawaiian Pineapple

faster but the other two varieties are good and are
used extensively. One striking characteristic in the

and is crowded to the limit of its capacity. There

planting of pineapples is the mulching process, an

Company covers an area of about thirty-one acres,

invention of Charles F. Eckart, an agricultural ex-

are other factories like those of Libby McNeil and
California Fruit Packing Corporation which are

pert of Hawaii, which reduces weeding costs and in-

almost as large as that of Hawaiian Pineapple Com-
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pany, but the process of canning differs very little
(if at all) in these various factories so that if you
are familiar with one, you are familiar with all.
From the elevated causeway one
Process of
looks down over a sea of pineCanning

apples.

Field crates filled with

fruit waiting to become “canned pineapple’ are

stacked up on the platform by the thousand—thirtyfive carloads (350 tons) at one time. Descending,
one comes to where the‘fruit is dumped into hoppers and placed on the conveyors of the GinacaStanley Automatic pineapple machines. In the first
operation of the Ginaca, the “pine” is made to engage a high speed revolving knife and a perfect
fruit cylinder is thus “sized” from the fruit. The
cylinder then passes into a revolving turret in which
top and bottom ends and core are removed. Simultaneously with the “sizing” operation the outer skin
or rind, slit into halves, is forced against a grid
within which a second knife revolves which severs
from the skin the edible portion of fruit meat obtaining. This meat, a choice part of the fruit, goes
into crushed products. From the Ginaca the pineapple cylinder slides onto an endless belt which
carries it to the trimmers. Hundreds of women and
girls, each wearing rubber gloves and neat cap and
apron, sit at the trimming tables and with knives
remove any portion of shell remaining. The trimmed pineapples are put on an endless belt and carried to the slicer. Here, after being washed, they
pass through a set of revolving knives and are

sliced.

‘These slices are carried on an endless belt

in front of a row of women and girls who place the
pineapple in cans. As it passes before them, these
packers make their selections of the fruit according
to the desired grades. In all this process the pineapple is not touched by naked hands. The packed
cans are next taken to be syruped. They pass automatically, at about eight cans a minute, through
a revolving machine where the flow of syrup into
each can is carefully regulated, each grade getting
its own distinctive syrup through pipes from separate tanks in the “syrup house” overhead. Several
hundred bags of white sugar are consumed each day
in making syrup. From the syrup machines the
cans pass automatically to a steam-heated exhaust
box, where heat drives out most of the air and prepares the can for sealing. The filled cans enter a
sealing machine, where, mechanically, a cover is

placed on each can.
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‘This cover is larger than the

top of the can, and its edge is crimped under and
rolled with the projecting lip of the can to make an
absolutely air-tight union. No solder is used in the
operation. Each machine seals eighty to ninety
cans every minute. From the sealing machines the
cans are discharged into cookers. ‘The cooker is a
huge, slowly revolving steel drum within a steam
box, held at a temperature high enough to sterilize

the pineapple but not to scorch it.

The cans enter

at one end, and after an average of ten minutes, arrive at the other end, to be discharged into the lacquer machine, dryer and cooler, from there to be
carried off to the warehouse and await shipment.
Even though everything appears to be mechanical
and the machineries of the latest design are used,
yet the human hand and brain are very essential
and much in evidence, as over 3,000 men, women
and children are engaged in this one plant.
Labeling
A necessary preliminary to ship-

ment is labeling the cans.

The

cans are brought from storage and run through ingenious machines, where in rapid succession each
can picks up a label, rolling it around itself, and
emerges all ready for display on the grocer’s shelf.
The labeled cans are placed in shipping cases which
have previously had stamped on them their destination and description. ‘Then the covers are mechanically nailed on, and the cases, after being
strapped with wire, are trucked to the shipping platform. From thence, the cases are hauled to the
wharves on train. At the wharves, the eases are
loaded on ships by the thousands and shipped to all
points of the world. In this manner, we are supplied with pineapples at our homes at any time.
Hawaiian pineapple, in the can, puts a new dainty
on the American table. ‘That it has been welcomed
by more and more folks who have learned about it
and tasted it is evident by the fact that although the
yearly out put has been steadily increasing, the demand has increased correspondingly, such that, as
yet, the demand is greater than the supply.
Just think! Though the industry is up to nearly
a 200,000,000 can production now, that is less than
two cans per capita per year. There are lots of
homes where two cans per capita are used in a
month to six weeks. So Hawaii's leading industry
is far from saturation yet.
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The Brown Trip
By Ray Jay
SCENE I
Time: 3:47 p.m. Eastern Standard. Oct. 11, 1928.
Place:

Union Station, Dayton, Ohio.

Curtain rises on scene at railroad station. Some
thirty collegiate-looking fellows, bedecked in holiday garments, carrying grips, are standing along the
track, evidently waiting for the train. Along the
gates are about a hundred likewise collegiate-looking young men, though their attire neither expresses
a holiday or trip, but is—merely collegiate. Incidentally, among the crowd at the gates one can see
several bits of femininity. The group along the
tracks is the University of Dayton Flyer football
team; the crowd along the gates is comprised mostly of students from the same institution, as well as
friends and relatives of those waiting for the train.
The manager of them starts calling the roll.

Manager: Captain Swan.
Captain Swan: Here!
Man: Andras!
Andras: Here!
Man.: Bull!
Kendall: Here!
Man.:° Wilcox!
Pat (in voice typically southern and strongly
suggestive of dark complexions): Heah!
Man.: Chauncey!
Dehler: Here!
Man.: McColgan!
Mac: There!
Man.: Hennessey!
Hennessey: I’m here, teacher.
(Interference on part of Coach Baujan, at this
instance, prevents bloodshed.)
Man.: Gowan!
Gil: Yep!
Man.: Gleason!
Pat: Yea!
Man.: Armstrong!

A slight commotion, amongst the crowd at the

gate, halts the roll. A young lady pushes her way
through the crowd and comes into view at the gate.
She calls for Pat. Wilcox trots over. (Censored.)
Roll call is resumed after peace and tranquility
have once more been established.

Man.: Lang!
Ed: Yeah!
Man.: Plow-Jockey!
Robello (sleepily): Here.
Man.: Hamilton!
Ham (pleasantly): Yea, Bo!

Man.: Flannigan!
Flannigan: Here!
Man.: Finn, Douglace!
Doug: Hep!

Man.: Lensch!
Lensch: Present!
Man.: Lutz!
Paul: Aha!
Man.: Cabby!
Cabrinha: Here!

Man.: Turp!
Grimes:

Yes!

Man.: Eat-em-up!
Shuey: Me, too!
Man.: Crush!
Orange: And how!
Man.: Ladner!

Johnny:

Yea!

Man.: Bakos!
Oosty: Yaksimasch!

Man.: Dutch!
Duchak: Present!
Man.: Jumpy!
Marshall: Right here!
Man.: Baujan!
Coach: Here!
Man.: Fitz! (No answer).
Man. (a little louder, this time): Fitz!
(Still no answer, and the group along the tracks
nervously begins to look around for signs of the
missing member. The train is slowly pulling into
the station. Coach Fitzpatrick arrives hurriedly on
the scene as the group begins to board the train.)
The scene closes with the train pulling out of the

Man.:

station.

Scotty:

Here!

McDermott!

Voice from afar off: “Here I am!” as Mac comes
rushing toward the group. The gates clang behind
him.
Man.:

Reiling:

Walt!

Likewise on the scene!

Cries of “bring back the bacon”, “make

Brown blue”, “Iron out the Iron Men”, etc., can be

heard coming from the crowd at the gates.
are being waved.

Hands

The favors of Miss Luck are be-

ing invoked for those who are going to do battle

for Alma Mater.

UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON EXPONENT
SCENE II
On board the Pullman.
A little while later.

" Coats, vests, ties have been discarded for the time
being, and the party of thirty are relaxing in their
seats. Magazines are very much in evidence, with
College Humor having a shade the better of the bat-

tle with Cosmopolitan for popularity honors.

The

porter has been influenced to resurrect three tables
so that the more ambitious may
oe
in a little
of Hoyle, Boyle and Doyle.
Wise cracks hurled the length of the Pullman
make travel along the aisle extremely difficult, as
do feet, opportunely thrust forth, as one is passing,
and then hastily withdrawn whilst the passerby is
engaged in picking himself off the floor. he humorous and witty individuals neither know nor recognize any rank or position, and anyone who so
much as opens his mouth automatically lets himself
in for a lot of abuse, both psysical and verbal, much
to the evident enjoyment of the other individuals
present. However, there is justice, and each one in

the party takes his turn at being the goat.
Two hours pass in this manner.
A dusky individual whose garb is white, steps
into the Pullman, and much in the same manner as

the town crier of old, relieves himself of an important announcement..

“Dinnah is now bein’ served in the dinin’ cah!

First call for dinnah!’
This announcement meets with great approval by
the party in the Pullman, and they immediately
swing into action. Wise cracks are left for another
time, cards remain undealt, magazines are hastily
discarded. Coats, ties, shoes are once more donned.
Combs mysteriously appear and soon all are ready.
At a word from the coach, there is a wave of humanity hell-bent for “dinnah”, leaving in its wake a
very much disordered Pullman.

SCENE III.
In the Dining Car.
The team has finally been seated. Conversation
is at a zero point, each and every one being too busily engaged in attack upon the “dinnah”. Soup is
met and conquered, despite the swaying of the train.
A large steak follows in the wake of the soup and,
though it offers more resistance, it meets with the

same fate as its predecessor.

The team, waging

such terrible onslaught on the proteins and calories
set before them, causes much consternation among

the waiters, who are used to seeing their food only
nibbled at.

However, soon their consternation is
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found in those of their position and capacity. Coffee finally brings up the rear. Here the swaying
makes going difficult, and all the individual’s sense
of balance and contortionistic ability is brought into
play in order that the immaculateness of the table
covering may be preserved. However, by dint of
great effort and undying perseverance the elusive
liquid is assimilated without any breaches of etiquette or other casualties.

The strain of battle over,

the boys sit back, and conversation once again dominates the scene. However, the sarcastic touch is
now absent, the men being in a more pleasant frame

of mind. They gradually retire from the car.
SCENE IV.
In the Pullman Again
As each individual enters he proceeds to make
himself comfortable by the simple process of discarding unnecessary raiment and sprawling out on

the seat. Card-playing is again resumed. Finesses,
leads, bids, etc., are hotly discussed. Reading once
again takes a prominent position, Hellman’s Pommefrite Products drawing considerable attention as
does Major Spring’s latest literary contribution.
Groups are formed wherein the topics of conversation, or rather debate, cover a widely diversified
area, and wherein the one with the loudest voice is
usually the winner, regardless of his knowledge of
the subject.
An hour passes. The train nears Cleveland for a

ten-minute stop. The holiday attire is once more
put on, principally by the Fifth City lads who have
friends and relatives waiting for them at the station.

The Terminal Tower, resplendent in innumerable
lights, comes into view. ‘The Cleveland lads in the
party throw out their chests and go into lengthy
speeches on the merits of the new edifice, principally to impress the small town boys, and at the same
time to draw their attention from the dilapidated
station the train is pulling into. They meet with
little success and the depot suffers much abuse from
the caustic comments of the others who have been
awaiting this opportunity, and whose witty tongues
are soon running rampant.

Cleveland!

The Terminal Tower surrenders the

limelight to one Leona, much to the discomfiture of
“Hunk” Andras.

Alumni, friends, well-wishers sur-

round the lads. ‘There is much handshaking and
backslapping, smiles, laughs. The ten minutes are

up. The boys are back on the train, Andras minus
a very valuable little pin that was lost (?) in the
scuffle. Everyone settles back into the ordinary
routine of the long train ride.

Another hour passes.

The porter busies himself

supplanted by a hearty approval and they serve

making up the berths.

Finally allare made up. The

the boys with an alJacrity that is not customarily

team begins to retire, but not to sleep.

There is
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tripping, shoving, pushing, a little slapping, and a
good deal more horseplay; a little war is being
waged, the uppers against the lowers. ‘The forces
of water are called into play. A pajamaed figure
steals down the aisle with obvious evil intent. He is
detected! A scurry of pajamas,a dive into a berth,
and he is innocently asleep! Quiet. Then another
daring adventure down the aisle. This time success! And another would-be sleeper is very much
ill at ease. Finally sheer exhaustion takes its toll
and even the ringleaders drop off into the arms of
Morpheus. The lights become dim—sleep—quiet.
ACT TWO
Time: 2:30 p.m.
Place:

Eastern Standard.

Oct. 13, 1928.

Brown Stadium, Providence, Rhode Island.

A drizling rain. Low gray clouds. The boys
have changed their street attire, and are now wear-

ing their familiar brown football outfits. Their jovial
expressions of Thursday have changed to grim determination today. ‘There is no laughing, kidding;
all is serious now. The Brown squad of fifty comes
trotting onto the field. Cheers from the Brown enthusiasts across the field greet the entrance. The
handful of loyal Alumni, who have made the journey to Brown to watch their Alma Mater’s sons do
battle, outdo themselves in giving the boys a hand.

The two teams huddle. They take their positions
on the field. The kick-off! The big game is on!
A battle of punters is being waged.

downs registered.

The quarter!!

No first

They change

goals. Dayton makes first down! Another! Swan
is carrying the ball! He’s almost over the line now!
He’s tackled! Fumble! Brown recovers, sending
their side of the stadium into hysterics. More punts.
Dayton’s ball on their own 29. Swan again carrying it. He comes around left end. He passes the
line, cuts back to the center. He’s free, a beautiful
long run. He scores! The Dayton contingent goes
completely wild! Players on the side lines jump up
and down, hollering, patting one another on the
back, dancing, shouting, waving hats, throwing
score cards.
The score is tied! Brown’s turn to go wild! Dayton enthusiasts are dumbfounded. And what a few
seconds before was a wildly gesticulating bunch, is
now a quiet huddle.

Twice! Three times! A triple criss cross, a score—
the game ends.

ACT THREE
Time: 7:00 p. m. Eastern Standard. Oct. 13, 1928.
Place: In the dining hall aboard the ship “Lexington” running between Providence and New
York.
The group is seated at tables. . Dinner is being
served. It is a tired, disappointed lot. They eat,
yes, but not with gusto. Conversation lags, each
meditating upon the game. And they are tired.
They have waged a winning fight, and yet have lost.
On the score cards, only, it is true. But they have
lost. Dinner is over and they leave the hall one by

one, quietly.

There is no joy in the Dayton camp

tonight. One, in going out murmurs: “Gee, I bet
the boys back home are disappointed.” And those
that heard nodded their heads in acquiescence.
ACT FOUR
Scene One

Time: 12:05 a.m. Eastern Standard. Oct. 15. 1928.
Place: Once more in Pullman of the train pulling
out of Grand Central Station, New York City.

The boys are preparing to retire.

‘Their spirits

have been revived by a day in the metropolis.
Though their bodies are tired, conversation runs
high. Comments on the day are being made.* The
shows are discussed. Duchak refuses to admit that
the Paramount and Roxy theatres are more beautiful than the Palace of Cleveland. A heated discussion follows. It is not decided, but dropped for the
time being. Coaches Baujan and Fitzpatrick get
out the medicine kit and attend to a few minor injuries. The boys retire, sans horseplay. A few

tired “good nights” and then sleep.
Scene Two

Time: 8:27 p. m. Eastern Standard. Oct. 15, 1928.
Place: Aboard train pulling into Union Station,
Dayton, Ohio.
The travel-tired group gets ready to leave the
train and to get back to school. All seem glad that
the long ride is finally over. Parting cracks, wit

run high, Coaches Baujan and Fitzpatrick leading

The Brown band shows off.

the onslaught. The train comes to a grinding halt.
Cheering is heard from the outside. “Why, the
gang’s here to see us in.” ‘They get off. More
handshaking, congratulations. “Nice goin’!”

The teams are again ready for the second half. The
battle goes on. Neither scores. Game almost over.

“Sorry we couldn’t win the game for you.”
“Aw, hell, that’s all right. Lemme carry your

The half ends. Tired players trudge wearily into
their dressing room.

Just a few minutes yet. A punt. A fumble! Brown’s

ball on the five-yard line.

The team holds once!

grip.’
The final curtain descends.
>
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A Greenie
By Andy Cunningham
(Dedicated to those great exponents of humor:
the Freshmen of America.)

P

ise ein

GRANT was one of those petted

little things that mother would insist on calling “baby dear” even though he had seen the
dawn of some nineteen years. He was without
doubt the most polite boy in Hicksville High
School. He was dearly loved by all the old gossips of the thriving little village, and was held up
by them as an outstanding example of what they
thought American manhood should be. He never
smoked, chewed, swore, drank, or missed his usual

nine o'clock retiring time. In short, he was, as the
boys remarked, “a sap”.
Mr. Grant had decided that dear little Percival
should get the benefit of a college education by attending Clayton University, his own Alma Mater.
Accordingly, he had secured reservations for his

son and now the latter was making his final preparations for his first journey alone into the world.
Never before had he been separated from parental
care.
“Now, when you arrive at dear old Clayton”, remarked Grant senior, as they awaited the arrival of
the train at the depot, “don’t stand for any of this
nonsense from upper-classmen. Remember that
you are strong and well able to take care of your-

self as I did.”
“Yes, dear father’, answered Percival meekly.

“T’ll see that they don’t bother me.”
“Be sure and be polite dear”, Mrs. Grant added,

“and I’m sure you'll make a fine impression on
them.” (Little did she realize what a fine “impression” was to be made).
At last a long-drawn-out shriek from down the

=

disgust. Lying around on the spacious campus
were college students who, upon viewing his approach, shook hands with each other in ecstacy and
allowed grins of varying dimensions to spread
across their faces. Here was a typical small town
treshman approaching, all dolled up in the latest
fashion, in direct contrast to their own makeshift
apparel.
“Pipe the greenie’, shouted a husky sophomore
and, amid loud hurrahs, Grant junior soon found
himself the center of attraction.
“TLet’s throw him in the lake’’, said one.

“No, don’t; *twould be unfair to the other fish”,
bellowed an answering tantalizer.
It was finally decided to escort the new freshman
to Columbus Hall. Upon arrival at Room 200, he
was unceremoniously ushered in and the word was
passed along that all sophs possible were to be gathered to see the boy put on his big show.
Within a few minutes the spare standing room in
the place was nowhere to be seen andthe fun was
on!
“We don’t allow girls at this school’, accused a
soph.
“But, I beg your pardon, there must be some mistake”, faltered Percival. “You see I’m a boy, not a
girl.” To this retort an answering clash of heehaws of various natures gave echo.
“Suppose you sing Ramona for us”, chirped a
voice in the crowd.

“But, kind sir, I never sang publicly in my life”,
ventured the freshman.
“Assume the angle”, roared the assembled sophs

while young Grant gazed at them in evident dis-

draw into the station. Percival finally parted from
his mother and father, amid fond good-byes and
tears, and made his way to his private stateroom.
It was but a matter of a few hours until the “iron
horse” arrived at Clayton, his home for the next
four years. Tipping the dusky porter with a dollar bill and bidding him take care of the baggage,
young Grant alighted and set out to make history

may.
“I’m quite sure that I fail to quite comprehend
what you desire’, said the ever polite Hicksville
boy.
“We'll soon show you”, promised Bob O’Day, the
soph president. Willing hands doubled up the
frame of Percival and more willing hands applied a
large paddle that had miraculously appeared. An
“impression” was being made without a doubt.
After a few hours of trunk carrying, carpet beating, singing, dancing, making love to statues,

at Clayton University.

searching for Miss Ethyl Chloride and a scrimmage

track announced that the train, destined to bear the
idol of the town to his destination, was about to

Turning off Crown Street he approached the por-

line that the football team had lost during practice,

tals of his father’s Alma Mater with a feeling of

and visiting various gas stations in the quest of red
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coal-oil for tail-lights, the fagged-out offspring of
the Grant’s was allowed to repair to his own room.
There he dropped into a chair, opened his desk
and wrote this letter to his dad in which he gave
vent to his outraged poetic feelings:

“Dear Dad -—
Since arriving here at school,
I have tried to keep your rule,
But it backfired—I’ma fool.
Weakly yours,
Percival.”

-

Insistent Marauder
By George K. Iwashita
T was a cold bleak night, and the neighborhood
was unusually quiet. Not a soul stirred, save
for a few occasional passersby.
The Mulfords occupied their residence. on the
farthest end of the street, leading to a lane. All
were sound asleep, excepting Mr. Mulford, who was
pondering over his income tax bill for the winter,
and perhaps a few other points of interest such as
the recent campaign speech of Gov. Al Smith. He
was a meek man and had a large family to support.
As usual he was not the head of the house, yet he
tried to squeeze in every honest penny.
It was after eleven; he threw aside his articles in

disgust and grumbled a word or two before he retired. He clambered into bed, and tucked himself
between the icy sheets. Something was troubling
his conscience. He was restless these few nights
and could not sleep. Only a few minutes in bed, he
heard a low buzzing sound. Now it was quiet. He
then tucked his head under the covering, but it was
useless. He could not breathe that way the whole
night long. Mulford-was nervous and feverishly

tried to grab his revolver near his head. But he felt
someone touch him.

jumped out of his bed. He started for the switch.
A flash of light. There he beheld his enemy! They
had long held a deep grudge. “Let me end this matter right away”, said Mulford, as he made a quick
dash for his opponent. Ina few minutes the household was in an uproar. Chairs were crashing, vases
fell to pieces, tables turned, and soon the neighborhood was rudely awakened thinking it was an earthquake. Mulford had seen red. Suddenly his opponent grew weary and paused. As quick as a flash,
Mr. Mulford seized his opportunity, and his fists
came down heavily similar to those of an enraged
prizefighter. His assailant dropped like a log. Notwithstanding this, Mr. Mulford gave a few more
jabs and hooks. The victim lay quivering, with
spots of red on his twisted limbs. The conqueror
wiped his brow. He had killed and now he was a
murderer. That, indeed, would brand him.
But a smile came upon him, as the beaten one
drew his last, and seemed to say, “You’ve beaten
me”. Mulford made a quick dash for bed, with a
sigh of relief that rapidly soothed his conscience.

“Hurray!” cried the triumphant conqueror. “It’s
all over.

I can at last sleep in peace, and Vil be

gosh-darned if there are any more of these ding-

He quickly threw aside his coverings and hastily

danged mosquitoes to pester the life out of me.”

Tell Me, Rose
By John Will
Tell, me, pink-lined rose so shyly
Pressing back from public view:
Is it true that you are wily—

That you've kissed the morning dew?
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IWASHITA

PFEISTER

Autumn

Between the chapel and Alumni
Hall, the trees are golden; when

the sun strikes them they make a rich golden carpet for our beloved campus. ‘Thousands of the
leaves have already fallen and, with each new gust
of Indian summer breeze, another amber shower

tumbles to the earth. The trees themselves are like
once beautiful bodies, which, dying, are deprived of
the very soul that gave them their splendor.
Tossed by a perfidious wind, the leaves soar and
sideslip, fall, rise again momentarily, and at last
settle down to rest with their kindred. Some of
them have turned to dull shades of brown, but others, that are freshly fallen, have retained the warm

colors that were theirs at the moment of separation.
Not all the trees are golden. The leaves of a few
have turned to scarlet, to bronze, to deep shades of
red, before dropping to the earth which patiently
awaits their inevitable coming. The evergreens and
pines that shroud Our Lady of the Pines in the
cemetery, softly sigh of generations long gone, and
of the many that will fall in future autumns.
Taking all things into consideration, autumn is
the most exquisite time of the year for it brings out
all the beauties of our campus.
Freshman Ideals All of us, whether we realize it or
not, have ideals of some sort,
which to a greater or less extent, mold our lives, and
shape our character. For this reason it is important that we choose high ideals, since the ideals that
we choose in youth will be our guide through life.
A freshman upon entering college has his aims
and ideals. Whether it be knowledge, pleasure,
wealth, or fame, this ideal is the truest expression
of our nature, and therefore should be worthy of
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MOORMAN

ure, fame, and wealth are not the goal, and therefore should not be our aim.
Many young men, preparing for college, form
ideals to be their guiding light throughout their collegiate career. They dream of the things they will
accomplish. ‘They come to school eager to learn,
little realizing the hard work and disappointments
ahead of them. After a few months at school the
freshman finds many things that do not conform
with his ideas of college life, his dream of a Utopia
is shattered, and he believes himself disillusioned.

He is tempted to give up, forgetful that he is passing through a period of readjustment, and now,
‘more than at any other time, he must be loyal to his
high ideals. ‘Those who have been tempted to give
up their dreams, to desert their good resolutions,
should remember that excellence in any department
is the result of hard work, and keeping the goal in
mind. Or to quote from Virna Sheard:
Keep thou thy dreams—the tissue of all wings
Is woven first of them; from dreams are made

Precious and imperishable things,
Whose loveliness lives on and does not fade.
Referring
to Wills

An English millionaire lately bequeathed a fortune to his daughter on condition that she never

indulge in dancing.
heritance.

‘To dance was to lose her in-

What is the worthiest

Another ingenious testator changed his money
into banknotes, cut them in two, burned half and
bequeathed the remaining halves to his chagrined
relatives, while another rich man, knowing his wife’s
dread of the obesity that comes with advancing
years, directed his executors to pay her on his decease her exact weight in gold.
The fact that this mania affects not only the male
but also the female species is seen in the fact that

aim and the true ideal of life? That is for each one

a lady once left a fund to provide means for escape

of us to decide, but our ideal should include the goal

to persons who considered themselves wrongfully

of life; and it is well for us to remember that pleas-

detained in lunatic asylums.

us. For those who have no other aim than pleasure,
let them seek a better ideal.
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Extravagant wills without a doubt. But far more
curious is the will which bequeaths, let us say,

reasonable length of time while papers and the like
posted in the annex bulletin also can be reserved.

$50,000 to relatives and only $500 to charity. Think

So in the light that it is for the good and atten-

of a person making a “division” like that and then
going before the Judgment Seat where he will meet

tion of all the people who read the bulletins, why
not let them be free from very old notices in the
future. We would all be benefited by the unexpected freshness that would result.

the Divine Legatee of that $500. For charity to the
poor is charity to Jesus Christ Himself, according to
His own assurance. Many a rich man’s will would
surely be changed if he could return from eternity
to do it.
Personally we do not agree with the practice of
making wills at all; we prefer the Annuity system.
But where they must be made, the first principle to
remember is the declaration of Cardinal Wiseman,
that it is a poor will which has not Our Lord among

The Ideal
Professor

ties

its legatees, and, incidentally, we think that $500
out of $50,000 is not generous.
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1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

<A good fellow, in and out of class.
An authority on his subject.
A congenial companion.
An expert in teaching.
An aid to self-expression.
Just, impartial, sympathetic.

7.
8.

Reasonable.
Eager to assist individual student.

Appreciation of the student viewpoint.
Understanding of human nature.
11. Of good reputation.
12. A good dresser.
13. Sincerely interested in personal problems of
students.
14. Tolerant.
15. Capable of intellectual growth.
Such a professor would be ideal, but Heaven help
the one who tries to live up to that. They would
say he was:
1. A popularity seeker.
2. A know-it-all.
3. Undignified.
—

9.

S

Co-operation Will As a gentle reminder, why not
Adjust This
freshen the bulletin boards on
the campus by seeing that old
notices and calls do not stay up long past due.
There are six official bulletin boards on the campus, but, taking into consideration every one, there
are probably about a dozen at various places.
Of course not everybody on the campus has
charge of the boards but rather one man has authority over the boards, and that one man cannot do
everything.
We are anxious to inform the student body via
the bulletins that this or that club meeting will
take place and we are likewise satisfied to see that
we have been taken care of. But when the said
meeting has taken place, we should see that the
notice does not stay to clutter up the board.
Once we saw no fewer than four old notices were
on the board and two of them implied that there
would be a meeting “tonight”. Now if the pair of
notices that meant such were on the board for three
days, there would have been meetings on three successive nights, which was not their significance at
all.
“Tonight” signs are vague and the special night,
as of Monday or Thursday, is much more practical.

An ideal professor, according to
the Pennsylvania State students,
must possess the following quali-

4.

Too good for his class.

5.
6.

A hard task-master.
Unjust, partial and unsympathetic.

7.
8.

A “bullhead’.
A “busy-body”.

9.

<A

traitor to his superiors.

10.

Too “wise”.

True it is that certain clubs have designated nights

Li,
12.
13.
14.

AS Sprude”.
A “lady-killer”.
Negligent of his own work.
A Kluxer.

for meetings and that is enough said, but the men-

15.

Just a prof, “for a’ that”.

tion here is only given for other such signs.

Reports on activities have their place on the bulletin board and should be left on the boards for a

In other words he would probably be, like many
good professors, thoroughly misunderstood and misjudged and “what price ideal” then?

ao
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Robert Lee, or What Made the
Mice Go Blind
By Guss Hoo

LEE, our hero, was one of those
esi
trusting souls from down where the tall
grass grows. Most of his life up until today (or was it yesterday), had been spent dashing
hither and yon, imbibing education from nature and
R

other elemental things.

But not so now.

Our dashing hero has heard the boys in the general store at Penciltucky speak of colleges, and being an imaginative soul he had “kinda calculated”
that he would try it for a spell. At any rate it would
be better than falling down hills every day. His
paw “allowed” he didn’t care if he did or he didn't,
so handsome Bob had walked all the way from Platonia to Dayton in order to register in the college

of Scottish Engineering there.
As our story begins (and every story must have a
beginning) our idol is seated at his desk calmly
perusing a copy of Freud, and nonchalantly munching long distance squirting tobacco, meanwhile deftly decorating the walls and floor. Robert always
did go in for color.
A faint knock is heard on the door, and bya flick
of his thumb, or maybe it was his little finger,
Robert sets intricate machinery in motion and a
phonograph cleverly concealed in the center of the
floor where everyone can see it, chirps out a deep
bassoon “Come in and get thrown out”.
Enter Manlicker Rhadamanthus the gentleman of
color who had a half interest in all the mischief
pulled off at the local institution in the past two
years. You know every good school has such a dis-

tinguished and indispensable person around, that is
why they are good schools. If Podunk could get
such a student it too would soon be on the map.
“Good evening’, said Manlicker, whom we will
call Horse Face for short in the future.
Whereupon Robert became exceedingly wrathful
and smote Horse Face a mighty blow upon the
wrist with a calling card, said calling card having

been left there by a Collegiate Shoe Salesman.
“How dare you speak to me, Uncouth, before we
are properly introduced”, shrieked Bob in a deep
resounding bass.

“Oh, pardon me”, Horse Face exclaimed, “but
your exceeding beauty and manliness of form forced
me to that expression of my good wishes. Do please
forgive me.”

Thereupon our hero calmed down and pressed a

kiss of friendship upon the bald spot on the very

top of Horse Face’s head.
“But what about the pepper?” inquired the Briar.
“Oh, the red pepper?” rejoined our other friend.
“No the cigarette pepper”, was the sharp rejoinder of the other guy. Scarce had this quip been uttered when the entire building was rocked by the
hilarious laughter of the two students as they playfully cracked each other over the head with chairs
in their sheer joy.
In the midst of all this good cheer Jerry, the
Faithful old Sea Gull, swooped down upon the desk
and deposited a letter neatly in the wastebasket.
Jerry hada playful habit like that. You never could
take Jerry seriously.
A feverish light shone in Robert Lee’s eyes as
he produced a huge pair of scissors from the desk
and cut the letter into a million pieces, and then
calmly unfolded it and read the contents.
“I’m next, I’m next, on that letter”, cried Manlicker as he jumped up and down in the middle of
the floor, slammed the doors, and broke the windows, and fell exhausted on the chandelier.
“My big bronze hero”, the letter began, “I have
read about your marvelous athletic prowess in last
month’s copy of that great.American institution,
College Humor”
“T am fifteen years old, built fairly well, and all the
farmer boys in this neighborhood call me pretty,
and Oh, Bob, I just adore great men like you. Enclosed you will find a picture taken when I was
down on my uncle’s farm this summer. If you look
hard you can find me at once, as I am holding the
green umbrella. All the others are my uncle’s cows.
Honey be mine, Suzzie Clutts.”
“Gee, but you are popular in a goose’s eye”, ejaculated Manlicker.
But Robert was nonchalant, in fact he lit a Mis-

souri Meerschaum and proceeded to smoke all the
flies and mosquitoes out of a happy house and home.
He was like that, Robert was.

“T have an idea”, admitted Horse Face, after three
hours and seven seconds of serious thought.
Robert, generous soul that he was, dashed over
and congratulated his boy friend. As he dashed he

upset three beds and seven lockers, but that is
only incidental.

:

“We must get out and play football’, blurted the

RE
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man with the idea.

The other fellow didn’t have

the idea. You understand?
“Hurrah! Hurrah! And seven more hurrahs”,
cried Robert.

Meanwhile Manlicker busied himself

counting the ejaculations of exultation, in order that
they would not yell more than the customary number. In those days nine was the custom, one for
each freeday we would like to have each week.

(Continued next month.

Arm in arm on opposite sides of the street they
walked over to the coach’s office.
“Are you an athlete?”’, bellows the coach.
Robert was plainly afraid, and the cat or the field
mouse had his tongue, but Manlicker- had been in
tight places before and he bellowed right back at the
mean old coach, “No, you big nut, we’re Kentuckians.

Read and learn about College Life)

Look Back
James T.
N an exploring excursion into the Exponent
Chronicles of the traditional past of this University, we found quite a few interesting incidents of now celebrated alumni, who once graced
the same places that we now occupy. With it also
came the realization that the present scholastic incumbents may not be aware of these doings of former ‘students and to know of them would add to
their pride in the alma mater of their choice, so with
hopes of being interesting, we set them down here.
Among the really old boys is the late Lawrence
Butz, °50, who plodded up the muddy Brother’s
lane in the latter part of July, 1850, for the honor
of being the first day student to matriculate at S.
M. 1. The school was at that time known as the
Stuart Mansion, with school territory extending
over many moreacres than it now covers.
For those that are interested in the former topography of our University in the “Old Days”, we
might mention that the property comprised approxi-

mately 175 acres.

‘The territorial boundaries went

far back into Woodland cemetery, across Union
Avenue, and then to the south a square past the
railroad, and westwardly terminated at Brown.
From the reports of the old students, it was a muddy marshy walk that they had to tread daily, in

Cline

is listed in the Exponent of 1914 as being Director
of Finance under the new form of government,
which was at that time being introduced into the
city of Dayton.
Delving deeper into the ancient records we found
that Joseph Abel, 93, was heralded as the proud
father of a bouncing boy a few years back and great
things were predicted for the youngster. Gazing
respectfully on the Master and Bachelor degrees
that D. Herbert Abel has attained, we really think
that the predictions have been fulfilled. That “D”
is the only thing that worries us.
A big event in 1907 was the automobile ride taken
by Harry, 07, and Charles Weber, ’96, from their
home in Cincinnati to our school here. They left
early in the morning and making excellent speed up
the highway, interlinking the two Ohio cities, arrived late that evening. Such speed was awesome
at that time. In contrast, this year the Chicago
Alumni only required a few hours to get down from
the “Gun-ridden” City to the Minnesota baseball

game at Dayton via air. “Tempus Fugit.”
BRIEFS

|

Gable Fleming, ’26, away down in ‘Texas with

Taking Commerce we naturally looked up some
graduate of our department and found one of our

the General Motors, is the proud father of threemonths-old Gable, Jr.
Larry Bentz, ’28, the student who won the honor
of doing most for the U. D. last year is also with
a General Motors subsidiary out at Inland Manufacturing in an executive position.
30th these boys gained leader’s experience by
working energetically on the many endeavors of the

local C. P. A’s to be included amongst the

campus.

order to gain their precious education at the Stuart

Mansion. But as we look at their “footprints on the
sands of time’, we can see that their efforts to fit
themselves bore good fruit.

boys”.

“

“old

Hugh Wall, ’8&4, a central figure in Dayton

finance as well as a potent factor in all civic affairs,

The success of these men ought to be an

incentive to dormant students for the welfare of

their school, to get busy and do things.

Eat Laurel Crackers and Cakes
There is a LAUREL cracker and cake for
every occasion. They are wholesome, ap-

Joe Spatz
BAKERY

petising and delicious.

THE DAYTON BISCUIT COMPANY
DAYTON, OHIO
The Taste Tells the Tale

EAGLE AND MADRIVER
STREETS

Edgemont Crackersare Different
Baked from fresh milled wheat.

Telephone Garfield 4899

TRY THEM
Sold by Better Class Individual Grocers,
25 cents one pound package.
Ask the U. of D. Boys,

THE GREEN & GREEN CO.

They know!

DAYTON, OHIO

The Joe.
0,FrankCo.

GITMAN BROS.
WHOLESALE

BUTTER, EGGS and POULTRY

FRUITS AND PRODUCE

Quality Store—29 S. Jefferson St.
Phone Garfield 1747

27-29-31-33 South St. Clair St.

DAYTON, OHIO

PHONES
East 2819 and 589—Plant, Xenia Pike.

Young’s

Tickle Your Palate with

Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing

REICHERT’S

Work Called for and Delivered
Let us knock the spots out of your clothes
Gar. 1523

1231 South Brown Street

WHOLESALE
BAKERY

>

+
+

Quality line of

cm@Er-tite Eggs

KEPT
RITE

Baked Goods

FOR DISCRIMINATING HOUSEWIVES
who desire New-Laid Quality during the season of the year
when fresh eggs are difficult to procure.

MOSS ROSE ri. Be. HOLE, inc. ELGIN NUT
BUTTER

OLEO

At your favorite grocer
or delicatessen
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DESIGNERS
ILLUSTRATORS
ENGRAVERS

24N.Jefferson St
Dayton - - - Ohio.

Westbrock
Funeral Home
1712 South Wayne Ave.

at the Jefferson Clothiers; best buy in town.
Come in and be convinced and save $10.00.

Jefferson Clothiers
S. E. Cor. Jefferson and Fourth Sts.

Hollencamp's

SODA
In all Assorted Flavors and the Very Best

PHONES
Gar. 1072

22. buys you New Suit or Coat

East 2075

Just phone what you want and we will deliver to you

“Ambulance Service by Appointment”

TRY OUR CEREAL BEVERAGES

This Magazine is

“Golden Glow”

Our Product

== AND =———

“Dark Cream”
(ie

VERY

REFRESHING

J CBly Printing
Crompany

The Hollencamp Products Co.
TELEPHONE MAIN 433
205-207-209 S. JEFFERSON ST.

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY
ACCOUNTANT AND AUDITOR

ARCHITECT

CLAIR G. BRUNN, ’13
Engineer with Wabash Cement
1137 Third National Bank Bldg.
Dayton, Ohio

HOWARD GERMANN, ’01
Miami Savings Building
Dayton, Ohio

me

serene
ae

ATTORNEYS

JOSEPH B. MURPHY, ’01

Compliments of
JOHN C. SHEA
Harries Building
Dayton, Ohio

Murphy, Elif, Leen & Murphy

309 Mutual Home Bldg.
Dayton, Ohio

SAMUEL S. MARKHAM
Attorney-at-Law
Instructor of
Torts, Evidence, Bailments and Carriers
HENRY L. BEIGEL
of

Nolan & Beigel
Instructor of
Bills & Notes—Suretyship and Quiz Master
GUY H. WELLS
Attorney-at-Law

DAVID A. KERSTING, ’05
516-520 Reibold Building
Dayton, Ohio

HARRY N. ROUTZOHN
Probate Judge
Instructor of
Wills and Administration

HORACE BOESCH, ’14
505 Reibold Building
Dayton, Ohio

Miami Savings Bldg., Dayton, Ohio
Instructor of
Personal Property and Sales
ENGINEERS

EARL A. SMITH, ’07
Civil Engineer—Contractor
702 Commercial Building

HARRY F. FINKE, ’02
Finke Engineering Company
Dayton, Ohio

Dayton, Ohio
JOURNALIST

OPTOMETRIST
Phone Garfield 6363

Residence 502 Lexington Ave.

HARRY KENNEDY, ’16
Sport Editor
Dayton Journal and Herald

S. M. ZAPOLEON, O. D.
Optometrist

Glasses Adapted to the Eyes by Modern Methods

Difficult Cases Solicited

Dayton, Ohio

Dayton, Ohio

|

4 Third St. Arcade

DENTISTS

DR. LEON DEGER, ’10

DR. FRANCIS GAYNOR, ’15

Fidelity Building
Dayton, Ohio

Dayton, Ohio

Brown and Warren Sts.

BLUE MOON
Tea Room

PS

>

WALKER BROTHERS

26 N. Ludlow Street

Exclusive Agents of

me

HART, SCHAFFNER & MARX

Luncheons—Fountain—Dinners

CLOTHES

Salads, Sandwiches and Pastries
a specialty.

135 N. MAIN STREET

>

lothes

The Eagle
Shoe Repair Shop

Ohe Danis Hunt Company

Excellent Service

General Contractors

Good Workmanship
Low Prices

Dayton

-

Ohio

See Us for Shoe Repairs
M. COHEN

East First and Webb

Phone: East 250

338 S. Main Street

Jobbing and All Kinds of Furnace Work a
Specialty. Roofiing, Spouting and
Sheet Metal Work

Andrew Caulfield

JOS. J. SGCHAD

Plumbing and Heating

Hardware, Paints, Oil and Glass
Cutlery and Seeds

124 S. Findlay Street

Garfield 2463
Dayton, Ohio

>

848-850 S. Brown St.

Phone: East 815

The Right Kind of
Friends
HE right kind
of friends are

fnot always the
wR friends you like, nor
sie those that flatter
= you.
The best
friends are those
} that are loyal, dependable and honest. It is the constant aim of this
institution to make all of its employees worthy and desirable friends
to its patrons.

MiamiSavings
&[oan(.
“AT THE CHIMES”

25 South Main Street - Dayton, Ohio,

When in need of new Glasses or
repairs are necessary on the

old glasses, visit

LMBunceC.
117 South Ludlow

OPTICIANS

CHURCH FURNISHINGS
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

Benzinger Brothers
429 Main Street

CINCINNATI, OHIO

